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"He caught de halb ob a prayer, And de preacher he hear him roar,
'Just say dat when you in trouble, And your trouble will scoot eber more.'
* What is dat ? '  I asked, but Jake
He grinned like a tabby cat.
* De trouble ain't come.   Till it do we keep mum,
No use wastin' a good prayer like dat,'
" It was a heathen place,
Dat Massa Johnson's farm, A school whar all de debbils
Taught ebery kind ob harm. But nebber a prayer nor a hymn.
Just cussin' all de day,
And  gamblin'   and   swearin'   and   drinkin'   and tearing
In a puflfickly scandalous way.
" It was den de war ob secession,
And de fightin' was all about, And one day a Federal troop
From de wood came ridin' out. You should hab seen dem niggahs,
Wid Massa leadin' de fun, Two skips and a jump and dey landed out plump
In de State dat was next but one.
" For dem troopers were all right mad,
Dey'd been shot at from de trees, And de soldier hates bushwhacking
As he hates a mean disease.